around the dusty room, stretching their arms out to feel its unconfined emptiness, grasping at the sensation of absolute spatial freedom." They move into the room, then out of pity they sublet to two homeless young women, and then agree to a chaperone, and then to one woman's sick mother, and perforce to her father as well. The room is now more crowded than others of equivalent size in the building, having degenerated from "a private universe" to a warren crammed full of squabbling humanity.
Ballard's tale is an allegory of the future as history, and one with special pertinence to the American experience. Like the large room, the American continent once offered an exhilarating spatial freedom, impressing Western settlers first with its sublime beauty, and afterwards with its opportunities for exploitation.
"The land was ours before we were the land's," Robert 
